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A Long Train Ride 


Author's Notes: 
Frank is a mentally disabled bottle collector and train enthusiast from Ski, whom the Mayhem guys respected 
and worshipped as their local hero, because they too felt excluded from society, just like him. 


The leaving of a train. It's the fourth one this morning. It departs with a rattling sound, shaking with its own 
speed. Blossoming branches tremble in the slipstream, scattering the rails with pink petals again. They lie 


undamaged until the next train crushes them because it has to, and sets off another sweet-scented shower. 


The air is still cool, the sun is just coming up. And in the early hours, cold and fresh, the fragrances of spring 
swarm like ghosts at witching hour. 


And when there is no train and no wind, but the leaves rustle all the same, could this be a ghost indeed? Does 
the soul linger on earth for a while (off to where exactly?), grazing the living with a breeze to let them know 


they're not alone? 


Hard to imagine. 


Harder still to think of nothingness - not darkness, or blackness, but nothingness, blank and empty nonexistence. 
That someone is gone and all their thoughts have stopped, and they don't do anything anymore, and they are 
not anymore. And everything one says and thinks that is directed at them, that is meant to reach them - 
doesn't. 


The impossibility of connection, when every thought is obsessed with it. And one is left talking to oneself in the 


uncertain and faint hope of maybe being heard - - but never answered. 
No reply, sign or even echo. Where do the thoughts go to? The whispers and the missing? 


Can closeness be found by the tombstone, near the remains? In the places visited together? Or anywhere, or 


nowhere, really? Is one ever truly lonely? Is closeness ever real? 

The sun has crept out of its hiding place. The light is blinding, but not warm. Face must look like solid gold now: 
hardened, gleaming features. The passing weeks have chiselled them into a masterpiece of mask: expressionless, 
unmoving. 

The twigs above sway slowly, waving leaflets, newly green. On the rails, between the stones, leaves of past 


autumns stick out. They're brown and dry and making crunching sounds with every puff. Some are old and 


blotched with holes. Only skeletons are nowhere to be seen. 


The bell-like clang of glass vibrates through the air. Bottles clink their emptiness together, and in the middle of 
it all - - 


"Hello, Jørn. How're you?" 

"Hi, Frank." 

"You look sad." 

Bless Frank for never shutting up when others would. 
"Hm.. | guess | am." 

‘lm sorry. Your friend.. He's dead” 

Inhale, exhale. 

"Yeah... So it seems." 


Stare goes down the rails, the rails that lead to nearly everywhere. Just not the places one would like to go. 


"Hurts, hm? To speak." 
Frank taps against his throat with his fingers, still clutching a bottle, its neck pointing to his adam's apple. 


And he's right. Throat is so tight right now, too tight for the voice to force its way up. And a sore croak is to 
be avoided at any cost. But Frank's alright with a simple nod. 


"Thinking hurts too. Hurts all over." 


As another train rattles by, Frank's hands wave in the air, pointing at his body from head to toe. The bottles 
reflect the sunlight in hectic flashes. 


Fuck, it's bad. The body's not been aware of its own ache until now. All the muscles are strained, so strained, 


as if they've been cramping for hours. 
"But it's worst here." 


Frank points to his belly. His words and gesture are enough to describe that sickening heaviness inside the 
stomach which is there all the fucking time. Who did Frank lose to know all of this? Did he also ask Why? all 
over again, and fail to understand? Did he feel guilty? Probably not. Who knows. 


"Why is grief so unbearable, Frank?" 


The voice is hoarse, but it had to be asked. No reply expected, because what should he say to that? It's a 
stupid question Grief's nature is to be unbearable. But to Frank, ever the simple-minded philosopher, all 


questions are valid questions. 
"Nobody's there where once somebody was." 


A genius, that's what Frank is, in his very simple way. ‘Somebody Somebody. The longing for a body, or at 
least a consciousness, is painful Without a face to turn to, an ear to talk to, eyes to look into, communication 
feels one-sided, futile. What's left is a profound feeling of isolation Somebody cannot be talked to anymore, only 
talked about. Not that there was that much talking going on, and even less touching, but there was always a 
relation Exchange is possible in many ways when there is a body, a consciousness, a person. Now there's only 


the memory thereof. 

"What is bad.. You get better over time, then.. it re--really hurts again" 

Frank is struggling with long sentences. Needs time to find the words, and shape them. Suddenly he shifts, 
takes the bottles from one hand under his arm, and a hand is placed on the shoulder. It's okay, Frank is allowed 


to do so. 


"Crying helps. A little. Wash out the sadness." 


He looks around, turns back and says: 
"Noone's here. You're alone." 
Pats the shoulder encouragingly. 


The stinging of the eyes is a constant condition. Their watering is fought with determination, violently almost. 
Wide eyes on the phone, stone eyes in a stone church. A poker face kept up so long, even the soul stiffened. 
Not even in denial of feelings, not in denial of grief. But why so scared of tears? 


Frank turns away, walks up to a litter bin to collect more bottles. This means You dont have fo lose it in front 


of me. 


And when the sobs grow quiet again and the cheeks, wet and hot, start drying, he finishes his little walk and 
comes back. Relief is written on the swollen eyes, and all the limbs feel weak and shaky from releasing tension 
built up for too long. Yet, the heart still throbs so grave, fearful, against the chest. Will the sadness ever ease 
its grip on the soon-to-be-father, the tough guy, the bandmate, the friend? 


A train comes to a halt down in the station Frank points at it and says softly: "A long train ride. Landscapes 
change, moods change. You don't know where you go. But in the end.. you get off the train Go home. That's 


what life means." 


If home’ means that Frank believes in an unknown destination where there's a big meet and greet with the 
deceased, or any sort of existence at all, he's one lucky man. Belief demands something that Frank can give, and 
that Pelle could give, and that maybe Øystein can give too, but that's it. So there's just the train ride ahead, 
that much is for sure, and the rest remains a mystery until the end of the journey. With a sigh and the will 


to somehow stay sane, the wagon is entered. 


